THE PHEASANT’S EYE. 



(Adonis autumnalis .) 

Class, Polyandria. Order, Polygynia. N. O., Ra- 
nunculacese. 

But few new blossoms can be found in this 
month, and the one most deserving of notice is the 
Corn Adonis, or Pheasant’s eye, a very pretty 
little plant, growing among the corn stubble about 
London, Norfolk, and in Gloucestershire ; it bears 
a beautiful brilliant scarlet blossom, almost hid in 
its bright green feathery foliage, and is therefore 
often passed in our walks unobserved. It is not 
often found in the fields whilst the corn is on the 
ground, but if the field remain undisturbed the 
plants appear in abundance. There is a mytholo- 
gical story connected with this flower, which is 
told by authors in different ways. 

It is said that Adonis, son of Cinyras, grew up 
a most beautiful youth, that he was a favourite of 
Proserpine, and was ardently loved by Venus, who 
joined with him in the pleasures of the chase. One 
day having wounded a boar, the animal turned 
upon him in his fury and killed him ; (some say 
that Apollo assumed the form of the boar,) and 
on Venus finding him lying dead 
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“ Over one shoulder doth she hang her head, 
Dumbly she passions, franticly she doteth ; 

She thinks he could not die, he is not dead • 

Her voice is stopped, her joints forget to bow ; 

Her eyes are mad that they have wept till now. 
Upon his hurt she looks so steadfastly. 

That her sight dazzling makes the wound seem three; 
And then she reprehends her mangling eyes, 

That makes more gashes, where no wound should be, 
His face seems twain, each several limb is doublet!, 
For oft the eye mistakes, the brain being troubled.” 

She afterwards sprinkled nectar into his blood, 
from which flowers immediately sprung ; 

“ By this the boy that by her side lay killed 
Was melted like a vapour from her sight ; 

And in his blood, that on the ground lay spilled, 

A purple flower sprung up chequered with white, 
Resembling well liis pale cheeks, and the blood 
Which in round drops upon their whiteness stood. 

“ She bows her head the new sprung flower to smell, 
Comparing it to her Adonis’ breath ; 

And says within her bosom it shall dwell, 

Since he himself is reft from her by death. 

She crops the stalk, and in the breach appears 
Green dropping sap, which she compares to tears.” 



